


is pure In's owns, plot a language exquiffte# 

But oh / w hat praife more powerful! can wc give 
Thread* then that by him the Kings men live. 

His Players, which fliould they buthave (har’d the Fate, 
All elfe expit d within the fhort Tcrmes date; 

How could the Globe have profpered, fince through want 
Of change, the Plaies and Poems had growne fcant. 

But happy Vcrfe thou (halt be fung and heard, 

When hungry quills (hall be fuch honour bard. 

Then vanifh upftart Writers to each Stage, 

You needy Poccafters of this Age, 

Where S batejpeare liv’d orfpake, Verminc forbears, 
Hcaft with your froth you fpot them, come not nccre- 
But if you needs muft vyrite, if poverty 
So pinch, that otherwife you ftarve and die. 

On Gods name may chc Bull or Cockpit have 

Your lame blancke Vcrfe, to keepe you from the grave ; 

Or ler F?ew Fortunes vounger brethren fee. 

What they can pickefrom your leane induilry. 

I doe net wonder when you offer at 
felacke-Friers, that you fuffer : tis the fate 
Of richer veines, prime judgements that have far’d 
The worfe. with this deceafed man compar’d. 

So have I feene, wh>n Cefar would appearc, * 

And on the Stage athalfe-fword parley werd, 

Brutus and Cajfm : oh how the Audience, 

Were mvifh’d, with what wonder they went thence. 
When fome new day they would nor brooke a line, 

Of tedious (though well laboured,) Catilmes-, 

Sejanui too was iTkefomc, they pm'de more 
J^oneft la go, or the jealous Moore. 

And though the Fox and fub&rll Alchimjft. 

Long 


I,omg intermitted could not quite be mift. 

Though thefe have fham’d all the Ancients, arid might raife. 
Their Aut hours merit with a crowne of Bayes, 

Yet thefe fometimes, even at a friends defire 
A&ed, have fcarce defrai’d the Seacoale fire 
And doorc-keepers : when let but Falpaffe come, 
HallSPoines, the reft you fcarce (hall have a roome 
All is fo pefter’d : let but Beatrice 
And Benedict be feene, loe in a trice 
The Cockpit Galleries, Boxes, all arc full 
To hearc CMaluoglio that crofle garter’d Gull. 

Bricfe, there is nothing in his wit fraughtBooke* 

Whofe found we would not beare* onwhofe worth looks 
Like oldcoynd gold, whofe linesTn every page. 

Shall pafle true currant to fucceeding age. 

But why doe I dead Sbea^fpeares praife recite* 

Somefecona Sha^Jpeare mu ft of SbaJieJpeate write* 

For me tis needlefle, fince an hoft of men. 

Will pay to clap his praife, to free my Pen 0 


Leon » Digges* 
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